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?> (jg/pj. "u&NTOAL" TELLS ©BSEMVEIR WHAT SHE KMOWS ABOUT YOU!TELEPHOME AFFAEES
OPERATOR r-r.

roperator. X u m-

rn c r? nummer?*'
insisted "Central,"
monotonously.

'I want," said
the Observer, "to
talk to you."
Instantly 'Cen¬

tral" left off being
"Central" and be¬
came a very hu¬
man and indignant

JCi ri
"Freshy." she replied, over the phone.

"Oon't start that with me or I'll switch
\ ou on to the manager."

Hut I am in earnest," pleaded the
Observer. r want to talk to you In the
interests of "

ntral" had evidently been reading
th* reports of sundry civic commissioners.

I Know you." she snapped. "You're
one of those ft-Hows that have invitations
for taxicab rides and theater parties.
A'onc uf them in mine."
The Observer broke in feverishly,
'f.ct us talK sense." he pleaded. ,rT

C" ildn t hire you a taxicab to take you
from where you arc sitting- to the front

door of the exchange. And as for thea¬
ters.why. I haven't been able to drag a

pass out of a dramatic editor for six
months."

*
* *

the moment "Central" seemed con¬

ciliated.
"Whaddye want'.' she inquired.

have said three times." replied the
i » ,-.-rver. crossly, "that I want to talk to

ou. If you won't talk I'll have to hunt

somebody else."
The Observer was setting desperate. Tt

Is a good deal of a chance when you get
a strange girl over the phone to appease
the whim of an editor. Suppose this girl
uould get somebody else to call a cop

a i. 1 send him to the office of the Ob-
>"ivt j. Or suppose

Talk for what?" demanded "Central."
"Cor a newspaper." responded the Ob¬

server. eagerly. "The people of Wash¬
ington want to know some of the things
you know."
"Suppose you come to my exchange,"

said "Central." mollified. "I'll do what
I can."
Cndouhtedly you're waiting for the ad¬

dress of this exchange. Well, you don't
get it. This particular "Centra " runs a

telephone exchange in an apartment hotel
which is tilled with everything from re-

tired brewers who arc trying to break into I
society to bored debutantes who arc try-
ins to break out. For spicy conversation
.for all varieties of persiflage, oration,
protest and pyrotechnics.you can't beat
this apartment house.
"Come in around about iV invited

"Central."
When !* o'clock arrived the Observer

wandered into the little cubbyhole to the
right of tlie elevator, a place that nine
people out offteu would iinvc.r notice. In
a distant ballroom an orchestra was play¬
ing. and the sliding, scraping sound of
myriad feet proclaimed a dance in prog¬
ress.

In the front hail a fat and florid man.

who evidently had been dining since about
o'clock in the afternoon, was trying to

tell the time by the circular register
above the elevator shaft which was whirl¬
ing dizzily as the elevator shot from floor
to floor.

if
* *

The telephone exchange, a mysterious
compound of green-covered wires, black
buttons and bronze-colored plungers, rest-
ed flat against the wall, and before it sat

a trim young woman with a receiver fast-
cued to her ear. She was reading "Flu-
larch's laves,"' and she was not.was not

.chewing gum. This was the first dis-
covery.

'

I thought, said the Observer, "that
all telephone girls chewed gum. They
do on the stage."

I thought," replied the telephone oper¬
ator. "tnat all reporters earned pads and
pencils. They do on the stage."

At liiis moment there was a violent
commotion in a nearby booth.a great
¦waving of arms and kicking of legs: and

a moment a red--faced, bald-headed
'an stU' K his head out of the half-open

ed glass door and roared.
I.t sound d like a prominent Turk ask-
as h s wife for dinner. One wouldn't
s'o.pose that any civilized human could
develop a tone of such concentrated
hatred on ten minutes' notice.
"\\ hy. demanded the bald man. "can't

I gel th«- right number here? Three
i;mes I have tried to get the pastor of
ny church and twice gotten the morgue.
Ti.e third tin.e 1 got an upholstery shop.
V- hat do I want with an upholstery shop!
Are \ ou people trying to be funny with
me?"
The bald man glared ferociously

through a pa r of those tortoise-shelled
spectacles vhi' h can make a rabbit look
i:k» ;» man-eating tiger. Then he disap¬
peared into the booth like a jack-in-the-
t»o.x and began frantically wagging the
receiver hook up and down.
The Observer turned his face aside.

Tragedy, to one who believed in the
scale of ratios, seemed absolutely certain,
if the telephone girl would give the Ob¬
server a grilling for trying to be pleasant,
didn't it logically follow that she would
go ge> an ax and have that fat man out
of the booth and ready for burial?

»>.
* ?

She merely shifted her book languidly,
plugged in again and said softly to some

other girl:
"Von gave this party the wrong num¬

ber. He wants Columbia 47,"»S.'{."
"You bet I do," came in muffled tones

from the booth, "and. what is more, 1
v arit it quick."
The observer was unable to restrain his

astonishment.
"Would you mind telling me," he asked-

-1' >*>'> didn't go into that booth and
kill him?"'

Why shotihi 1 kill him'.'" interrogated
the telephone girl, mildly.
"For that talk of his.
"Bless vou." said the telephone girl. "I

don t mind that a bit. You know, if you
work in a boiler factory vou can get
used to it in a little while' And these
men who roar are perfectly harmless.
I hey re not the kind who sneak around
to the manager ami try to get you dis¬
missed."
"Hut but ."
"Vou see." continue,] r,m telephone girl
everv one g« is ,t Ottl. bit craz\ whet:

he gets on the telephone. II,- seems U
think that telephoning i- his private in¬
stitution. \\ hy, 1 vc seen a man.wlic
would wait an hour for a hotel dinner oi

two hours for a base ball ticket.moar
like a wounded wildcat if he didn't get
a number through in two minutes and s
half. Ibsen says

"

"I*»t us keep ofT that Ibsen business'
urged the Observer. "What makes then
crazy, do you think?"
"Ktectricity, maybe Pure cussedness

more likely. The telephone only serves
half its purpose when it cuts th<
time of communication. The other hal:
is its value as a safety valve. Why, i

short-tempered man can get crossed on ;
line and in five minutes can get everj
particle of ill temper out of his system-
ill temper that ha* been seething then

for months. Of course, they have to
take their chances with apoplexy. But
then life is all a chance."

* *

"You don't talk at all like the tele-
phone girls ve read about," said the
Observer.
"And you don't act like the reporters

I've road about. replied the telephone
girl. "All reporters I have read of went
out and found things themselves instead
of having to get other people to tell
them."
By this time the bald-headed man had

gotten his number, finished his conversa¬
tion and come forth to pay his little
nickel. He was still a flne brick red. but
you could see his temperature had gone
down considerably. \
"Sorry I yelled at you," said he, gruff-

ly.
The telephone girl smiled sweetly.
"Oh, that's all right." she replied. "We

all get aggravated at times."
"Say." said the bald man. "you're

then.-! i got a daughter as old as you. so
you needn't mind me. But I'm going to
slide you a box of candy."
The telephone girl thanked him. and

the bald man, still fumbling for words,
disappeared through the revolving doors.

"I told you he was all right," said the!
telephone girl. "1 can tell in a minute."
She had hardly finished talking when

a flabby-fowled. weak-chinned animal
came walking in through the front door,
started toward the elevator, hesitated,
looked toward her. tunre.d away again and
seemed undecided what to do.
He was one of those fellows you may

see any afternoon hanging over the en^ls
of bars with other animals of their type
and discussing indecencies. His very ex.
pression itself was an insult to self-re-
sped.

*
* * I

The calmness of the girl was remark¬
able; she looked at him coolly, apprals-:
ingly.as you would look at a prize guinea
pig: looked at him and through him. The
animal flushed, and started toward the,
elevator.
"If you hadn't been here." said the tele¬

phone Ifirl. "he'd probably have eome over
and I'd had to squelch him."
"What would you have done?" asked

the Observer.
"Hit him in the vanity," replied the

telephone girl, succinctly.
She resumed the thought.
"If you get mad with a man he has

always an advantage. He can laugh at
you. If you try to get humorous or sajv-

castic you are open to his retorts. But
there's one thing a man can't stand,
and that is a direct assault on his
vanity. For instance, a f«rw brutal per¬
sonalities.rather rough ones.would
have had that man rawling away in
less time than it would have taken a

policeman to remove hi in.
"All men, and especially his kind, are

susceptible to flattery and destroyed
by vanity. In fact, as Plato says ."

"We will call Plato off and start
again." insisted the Observer. "Where
in blazes did you pick up this Plato
stuff 7"
"Studied." the telephone girl replied.
At that moment a finely dressed,

heavily scented, rather pale and slen-
der woman oatm out of the elevator
like somebody who is moving in aj
trance. She had rather striking fea-
lures in an oddly foreign way. It was
sixty to one with no takers that she
smoked cigarettes and had been on the
Riviera.
"She's going to call Tootsie." con-

lided the telephone girl.
""Who is Tootsie?"
."iilcst if I know. A friend of hers.

You ought to hear his voice."
*

A *

The marvelous creation drifted over
to the telephone booth without so much
as noticing the telephone girl, gave
herself a sort of anaconda yank and
coiled seventeen or eighteen yards of
dress around her. Then she lifted the
receiver and gave her number. And the
booth door open, mind you I
.She finally got her number.
"Aw. deah." she began, and it sounded

as though she were beefing about the
telephone system.
"Now listen to Tootsie," urged the tel-

Stuck
his head/--5^

?-phone girl. The Observer eavesdropped
a moment and this is what he go*.:
"Aw. chaw-chaw, chumpchump."

[ Tt was one of those high fcln^lisn voices
that tak«> seventeen or eighteen vowels
and consonants and run them together
ike a telescoped train.
"Ya-as. deah." resumed the languid

woman in the booth. "But ah you shuah
[you'd rawther go thah?"

"Heavens!" moaned the Observer, "let's
get out of here."
Faintly from the other end of the wire

came the voice:
"Chum, chum a-a-aw um-chum."
The Observer bowed his head in silent

sorrow.
"You say," he said, "that he calls on

her? "

"He does." replied the telephone girl,
"And lie always talks like that?"
"You ought to hear him trying to get

a ride in the elevator when that T^ouisi-
! ana darky is on!"

"I'm cured." said the Observer.
The languid lady arose like a deli-

rate cloud from her seat, produced n

nickel and haughtily flipped it in the
direction of the telephone girl. Then
she wafted away to meet "Chaw-chaw."

*.* *

"That is a ease." said the telephone
girl, "where eavesdropping didn't hurt
a bit. Anybody who can understand
him can get a job as international In¬
terpreter at the State Department to¬
morrow."
This brought the Observer to a point

he had been reaching for.
"Do you eavesdrop much?" he asked.
The telephone girl looked at him with

pained surprise.
"Of course we do." she replied.
Then a happy smile came over her face,

the kind of a smile that goes with great
knowledge.
"If we telephone girls wanted to go

out tomorrow and rail bluffs, we could
establish ourselves as the greatest little
mu<*krakers since the days of the Magna
Charta. As Maeaulay says

"

"You leave Maeaulay alone and "

"Well." went on this remarkable girl.
"There is a voung man in this apart¬
ment house who comes swelling out at
4 o'clock in the afternoon in the finest
looking morning coat and gray trousers
you ever saw. Kverv night he puts on

his evening clothes. He carries a cane.
and. worst of all. lie calls me 'my dear
girl!*
"The other morning he asked me for

a number and T got it for him. Some¬
thing in the nervousness of his tone led
me to suppose that something had gone
wrong. I listened.
" 'Is this the I'mpstitch tailor shop?'

asked the young man, pompously.
" 'Diss iss." replied a heavy voice.
" 'Well.* continued the young man, with

magnificent imperiousness. 'i desire you
to send my trousers around at once.'
" 'Veil,' replied the tailor. Mind I de

sire to ged my money for dem pants and
dem odder two suids before I send any¬
thing.'

.' 'Now. my good man,' explained the
young man, crossly.
" *1 ain'd your good man nor anybody

Over the Bounding Billows .By Ripley

There's always a girl and a beautiful night,Smooth running tea, and her eyes shining
bright.

Wonderful stars in the far heavens gleam¬
ing.

Radiant moon on the whole scene a-beam¬
ing.

Turn the most practical into a dreamer.
Home of romance is each outgoing steamer.

May take a day, maybe two. to discover
Which is the girl, 'cause they keep under

cover:
The time thai it ta&es ma; depend on the

weather
Or whether or not yon are thrown to¬

gether.
But sooner or later you see her, THE giri.
A peach and a pippin, a dream and a pearl!
Sometimes, alas and alack, yon don't meet!
Perhaps yon are ill or mnst own to defeat.
Some oth"r young hopeful walks off with

the prize,
And steals the fair maiden fro* uder yoar

| eyes.
'Romance on the ocean is ever the same,
,Pacific, Atlantic, what natters the name?

JAMES P. SINNOTT.
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else's good man,' snapped the heavy
voice. 'I'm a honest tailor, dots vat I
am. tint you don't ged no pants until I
feed my money.'
"There were tears in the young man's

voice as he pleaded.
" 'Great Scott,* he protested, *you

ean't do anything like that.'
" 'Can't IV responded the tailor. "Veil,

you just vateh me!*
" *Hut what'll I wear?'
44 'Vare your pajamas, for all I care,'

retorted the tailor, and hung up.
"Or course, the young man didn't

know I had heard him. So he braced
up and in a moment called mo again.

" '[ want to talk to the manager,' he
said, pompously,"f'fcave him the manager.
"You ought to have heard him. He

qot money for those trousers and a

request from the manager to call for
more whenever he wanted it. And he
sent. th«i elevator boy out to get the
garments.''
The telephone operator paused a mo¬

ment. There came a buzzing sound
and one of the little black covers

dropped.
"I'll rail and see." she said.
She connected with one of the apart¬

ments and pressed the button that rang
the bell upstairs. After half a min¬
ute she replied:
"They're out."
A hoarse voice could be heard argu¬

ing t.he point.
"All right.'' said the operator, re¬

signedly, "I'll try again."

The same result followed. Even to
the Observer it was evident that if the
persons living in the apartment were
not out it was time for somebody to
call the coroner.

Again the hoarse muttering could be
heard over the phone.
"I'm sure they're out." said the tele¬

phone girl, "but if you'll leave your
number- I'll have them call you when
they come in."'
More muttering.
"All right,. T will." concluded the girl,

and she drew out the plug^.
"It's funny," she remarked, "that you

can never convince any person that the
party he is calling isn't in. I don't sup¬
pose there ever was a man or woman yet
who failed to get a number and was sat¬
isfied. They always believe they're
cheated."
The telephone girl plugged in a party

who was dashing madly. All telephonic
movements, to her. appeared purely auto¬
matic. She didn't even interrupt her con¬
versation as she put in the call.
"Speaking of requests." she said, "I

sometimes think that people have more
confidence in telephone girls than they
have in the Constitution.
"Every third person who uses a tele¬

phone calls us up to learn what time
it is.
"'Correct time. Central'?" they call,

and when we tell them they set their
watches. I don't know why telephone

A Heart-to-Heart Talk With I
Busy Business Men: , |

YOUR daily life lies among figures and facts, profits aj
and losses: yet, if you possess an inborn love of jl
Music, you ARE a Musician!
Business lias always left you too little time to S

master Piano playing in the ordinary way. Why not buy *

a Player-Piano, in which you find full and adequate means M
for the expression of your musical instinct? ?

Banish Business Worries From |
the Home

Leave your business thoughts BEHIND YOU with the y
closing of your desk, and spend your evenings among the &
world's musical masterpieces. It

We carry the following instruments of the greatest
*

musical and artistic merit built today: w

Sohmer, Emerson, Lauter, Regent j
or Worch Player-Pianos |

Each of these instruments represents, at its price, the »

best value obtainable in Washington, and easy terms can .

be arranged to suit you.

HUGO WORCH,
1110 G Street N.W. 1

offices should have more perfect rflocks
than drug stores, but people seem to
think so.
"Then there is the stran^rr in Wash¬

ington who tails up "Central' and ask?
her the nearest way to the Corcoran
Gallery of Art. Chances arr that 'Cen¬
tral' never saw the art sallery in iut

life. But that doesn't worry her. She
knows how to pet there. And she directs
the weary pilgrim with the accuracy ot
a crossing policeman.

tfnd to this cas«-. It is most important
that I visit the conference."
There was a weighty pause.
"No." protested tin* militar\-looking

man. "I am not going to p'a'y cards. The
is business."
"Talking t-« his w if«» whispered th«-

telephone o»-»rator. ll< antl sfVrrni
other m» n visit ;» luh tu at h**r«- and
play cards ?.very little while, lie alwa\»
t-'lls the same story.an important law
case."

"People don't realize what we hear
I remember once when 1 was on a gen¬
eral exchange.that was before I got a

private exchange In ' this apartment
house.a woman called up one night.
She cried once. Then I could hear the
telephone fall on the floor. I tipped off
the police and they got there in time to

prevent a woman from being badly
beaten by her husband.
""Another time a man called 'Central'

in a wildly excited voice. 'Send the en¬

gines to 1117!' he shouted.
" 'What street? T asked.

.' 'Don't argue with me.' he shouted,
'Send the engines right away!*
" 'What street?* r repeated.
" 'This house is on fire.' he yelled.

'Why don't you hurry?'
"It was useless to argue with him. So

I simply turned the alarm over to infor¬
mation. who located the street in a mo¬
ment. Then we sent the engines there.
The fire consisted of some excelsior
which was burning in the basement, I
learned afterward."
A stiff-hacked, military--looking man

came over to the booth, bowed courte¬
ously. paid cents and requested a tele¬
phone number. The operator got it for
him.
Through the booth door you could hear

him talking.
"But. my love," he insisted. "I must at-

The military man was developing a

most beautifully patheti<- tone. But it
didn't seem to be helping him much
"All right, my dove." he continued,

sadly. "1 will come home, but 1 warn

you this will interfere with my busi¬
ness."
*'The old bluffer." whispered the tele¬

phone girl.
The military mitr came out of the

booth and walked sadly away.
"I guess." said the Observer, "that he

isn't the only bluffer who us*»s a tele¬
phone?"
"Xo." admitted the telephone girl. "I

guess most people do all their bluffing
oil the telephone nowadays."

BOBBIE HIM*

Act Ostracised Him.
From the Poston Transcript.
"Who is this Dean Swift they are talk¬

ing about?" a parvenu once said to L#ady
Bulwer: "I should like to invite him to

my receptions."
"Alas, madam." replied 1-ady Bulwer

"the Dean has done something that has
shut him out of society."
"Dear me. what was that?"
"Well, about a hundred years ago he

died."

When Good Fellows Meet!
and Talk Shoes

is -

.
.

'p "yOU get the best advertisement that possibly
could be written about

«TR1-WEAR
Men's $4.00 Shoes

ip. Thousands of "Washington men have worn them, season

5 after season, for years past. Ask any of these men what he
KNOWS about the COMFORT and WEARING Ql'ALI-
TIES of the "TRI-WEAR" Shoe!

j& Ask him how many other S4 Shoes .or $5 shoes for that
\$ matter.can hold a candle to the "TRI-WEAR" for all-around

i 5* .merit!

Spring Styles Are Ready for You As Soon
As You're Ready for Them

The "EXGL.ISK" CUSTOM MODELS in toppy Tan Calf.nifty Brown
Mahogany Calf.and dressy Black Steel Calf.of course, lead in favor.

Again This Week:
Women's $4
Spring Patent
Colt Boots,

$2.95
PATENT COLT BOOTS have been Fashion's Favorites

all winter and will be all spring. So you'll welcome tlii> chance
to buv a brand-new spring $4 style.at S2.05.

4 Swagger Button Models:

GRAY CLOTH TOPS.

BLACK CLOTH TOPS. -

BLACK "GAITER" TOPS.

DULL CALF TOPS.

All with high
"SPOOL HEELS."

000

New Spring Styles in Colonials
In Patent Colt or Dull Calfskin.all the new toes, he

id with beautiful buckles.

$2.50 $3.50 $4.00 $5.00
GRAY OR BROWN OVERGAITERS

to wear with them, at only 50c

Cor. 7VTamo k. Sts
1914-1916 Pa/Ave.
233 Pa. Awe. 5.E.
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